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WHAT IS WRONG OR RIGHT 


A spirit of doubt comes over me. I recognise it 
for what it is and continue to write. The mind 
shuts up for a bit, not wanting to be bait for the 

monster - writer in me. What if a bigger monster 

came out, by telling me to use the word 
‘monster’? What if I’m scaring you all with my 

words? 

Well, you’re lucky, because I came here to write 
to you about angels and demons. Usually people 
I can think of focus on the demons, as though 

there is some blanket-of normalcy that 

aberrations in mood, in thought, in order or 
pleasant disorder break through but it’s not that. 
There are angels and there are demons. They are 
in constant battle between two kingdoms. Pulling 
up, pulling down. Two? Why two? Well, there 
are many layers of Kingdoms, and there is also 
the flesh-reality, the reality of objects, but we’ll 
go into that later. 



Illustration 2: He found God after being 
drafted into the army 


The angels and demons are always fighting. 
What are they? “Demons/spirits are persons 
without bodies,” says a preacher man, Derek 
Prince, a former logician and professional 
philosopher, with the tone of a science lecturer. 
The atheistic legacy in me says, “They have no 
bodies, therefore they don’t exist.” There is no 
Demon Haunted World. But the truth remains 
that the demons, or spirits - whatever you call 
them, mental illnesses, flaws, addictions, habits 
of thought, beliefs - are the most real and most 
difficult thing to contend with in this life. 


The Christian can marry the atheistic scepticism 
with scripture. “The devil was a liar and 
murderer from the beginning.” Liars have power 
based on lies. The way to counter lies and 
phantoms is with the truth. 

They are only in your head. They do not travel 
around haunted houses or genie bottles. Songs, 
places, people, words and other things outside of 
yourself may carry what you call meaning, or 
spirit. This depends entirely on your own 
“thinking, feeling and choosing” (as Caroline 
Leaf puts it), however. 



Illustration 1: Derek Prince 


The brain is physical, and may need time to 
change through your thinking, feeling and 
choosing, but the mind can change the brain, as 
neuroscientist Caroline Leaf explains. The truth 
can change the brain, lies can change the brain. 
Why would words mean anything, otherwise? 

These words, aesthetics, situations and objects 
may hack into you, seemingly, to expose your 
own system vulnerabilities. Drugs, too. Why do 
you think alcohol is called spirits? Because they 
are said to invite spirits into you when you get 
blackout drunk. Your relations to authority 
-legitimate or illegitimate - that keep your 
behaviour within normally accepted bounds - 
dissipate and something else moves in. 

















The spirit of haste, the spirit of lowliness, and the 
spirit of doubt and so on freeze me for a second 
and the curse of ‘ADHD’ comes to mind. The 
spirit of self-pity. The spirit of rebellion chimes 
in too. Talk about school. Talk about emotional 
gripes. I see those things for what they are - 
distractions - and continue on with my initial 
goal of telling you about spirits. The spirit of 
perfectionism chimes in too - the spirit which is 
driven by fear and anxiety of human judgement. 
But true perfect work comes only in service of 
true authority which does not oppress. “God does 
not oppress,” says the preacher man. 

It comes over me again. This writing isn’t quite 
going to plan but I continue to assert authority 
over these doubts that would paralyse me in the 
absence of these ideas I have about angels and 
demons, about God. This is the way that life 
goes, and the building of the Kingdom of Heaven 
goes. It is the continual speaking of truth, in love, 
against powers and principalities that exist in our 
souls. 

This sense of truth fills me with a sense of 
purpose, of momentum, and calm focus like 
nothing else. The doubts flicker in my mind, 
somewhere below, and I get the sense there is a 
battle being fought in heaven for me. The heaven 
and hell of my mind? I think it may even go 
beyond that, because, “God has set eternity in the 
hearts of men.” These things are not just about 
this life, they are universal. 

To an atheist this may sound like gobbledygook, 
and to a Christian it might sound totally banal but 
to a person in a battle themselves, it might have 
some spiritual resonance. Us artists, after all, 
thrive, or die, in orbit around spiritual works. 
Children, too, are captivated by images of 
monsters, angels, fairies and so on. These are not 
just foolishness but represent some truth about 
human existence. 

A spirit of confusion, of chaos stops me for a 
moment. I see it as being like a cluster of beings 
in a battle for priorities. I have to wait for the 
jumble of ideas to settle. I am not like a seer, or a 
psychic here. I claim no special authority. I have 
the mind of a layman scientist/sceptic and of an 
ordinary Christian, and of an arts graduate 


bundled up in one. Did that sound like a brag? Is 
it too much of a jumble? Is it defensive? Perhaps 
you should erase that, if that causes any feeling 
of dissonance. It doesn’t really matter. 

I am regrouping. Another spirit torments me. The 
spirit of perfectionism. It asks, “What does ‘It 
doesn’t really matter’ really mean?” The multiple 
meanings and interpretations of a text jumble 
together into a state of confusion. It is as though 
many authorities, many powers and principalities 
are all yelling from a crowd below me. One 
could be disguised as a helper. It asks, “What 
will such and such think? Is this tailored 
specifically to their needs, to properly nurture 
their wellbeing?” But the crowd must be 
silenced, the crowd is dimmed because God is 
my audience. 



Illustration 3: Bad Religion 


Text 1: "All systems suck" 


The crowd, the democratis (or whatever it is 
called) , the demographic, is not my God. To 
know the will of God is not to know the will of 
people, or a crowd. To know people is to 
familiarise yourself with the signs of spiritual, 
ideological, social warfare, but you won’t be able 
to make much sense of it without God. The next 
closest thing is atheism with love and scepticism; 
atheist socialism with a vastly compassionate 
imagination (it has no problem with Jesus). But 
they are still cursed because you can only hold 



out for so long in your rebellion and outrage 
against the world’s injustice without serving 
something. Some kind of spirit. You must focus 
your spiritual, emotional energies upwards, or the 
world will bring you down. Or make you stone 
cold. The meaning of things may fossilise under 
the gaze of chronic scepticism, or just serve your 
self-serving cherry picking. The remnant of 
cultural Christianity may drive you forward/keep 
you alive unconsciously. But you will pick up 
dark influences without the succinct, 
authoritative defences against them. Like a 
computer game, or a card game: you’ve got to 
have the cards, even the religious ones before 
you’re caught out. Not wise to just chuck em 
away. ?? 

I have to regroup again. There are a lot of points 
to make and the spirit of doubt and haste linger. 
They came out last night when I watched a 
lecture on Angels and Demons early in the 
morning and doubted my ability to plan, to focus 
and to stay committed to a goal. It seems that I 
have been able to do that, for the time that I have 
written this article. If that is a brag, it’s okay, 
because, “If I brag, I brag in the Lord.” What the 
Lord has done. It is not a manic brag. 

A spirit of folly and distraction comes out. Songs 
The Lord Taught Us. That’s a branch growing out 
in my brain based on a meaningless association 
between words. I have just drank some coffee, 
that can’t help. I’m listening to Twist and Shout 
by The Cramps. But this, at least, has a branch 
that goes right to the root, it’s rock n’ roll. 

The spirit of rationalisation, the spirit of guilt, the 
spirit of pride, the spirit of fear, the spirit of 
resentment comes out. Someone’s gonna tell me, 
“I told ya so. Forget this angels and demons 
writing, this sober standoffish righteous 
observation, and join the rabble. All there is too 
life.” Another demon chimes in, “You have 
mental disorders. You’re about to run out of the 
smidgen of Ritalin you had left. How are you 
supposed to keep focused now?” 

That demon had nothing to do with The Cramps 
but, the preacher man said that demons come in 
groups. They have lots of friends. One comes, 
and others follow. 


What’s wrong with the Cramps man? It’s just 
music! “Ha yeah, just music,” says the sparring, 
knee jerk proud demon. I don’t even know if it’s 
pride anymore. Pride mixed with shame. “Just 
music, that thing you people worship.” The spirit 
of defensiveness stops me from dancing. It 
makes me want to shove somebody instead. I 
digress. 



Illustration 4:1 used to dislike them 
as a teenager. They were too... 
Cramped-seeming ? 


Man, now, look, is this even my voice fully? 
When do I ever say, ‘Man?” The spirit of folly is 
bound up with the spirit of hatred. The demons, 
the spirits, will point and laugh at me. It is also 
bound up in disorder, if that makes no sense. 
Fortunately I can see this for what it is and 
soberly look at it with disappointment. “God is a 
jealous God.” It’s okay for God to be jealous, 
because for God, there is no selfishness involved. 

A spirit of laziness and slackness is there. I 
acknowledge it. Yeah, I could keep going on 
about it. Yeah man, like it’s no big deal. Just 
forget about it all, man. I’m keweelll. The spirit 
of self-hatred chimes in. “Yeahhh, real 
kewlekeejkje” Choking. Demon possession. 
Trivialisation! Haaaaa nothing is reaaalll! I got 
my room, my computer, my music, I’m 
TOUGHH YEAH. 

So how do you snap out of this folly, this 
sickness? The spirit of haste comes over you 
again. Haste and heaviness, weakness. (Where’s 
my 3 Bop Pills?? For 10, 2 and 4?) 



The spirit of irony, of cleverness, Ughh. Vines 
tangling in on each other, isolating me from other 
people. 

All of this is a matter of authority and thinking. 
Can I be bothered to calmly look over what I 
have written, regroup, perhaps turn the music off, 
meditate, pray, whatever else? 

Well you know, I think I have just ramped the 
battle up. This is some quicker sword-fighting 
going on, though perhaps a bit less slow, 
comprehensive and precise. I can always come 
back to this. And who knows what God can do? 

I was going to say, one thing I was going to say, 
was that children are more wholistic thinkers and 
so are artists. We have less boundaries. 

The spirit of haste is back. Not God speed, that is 
different. Haste has to do with authority, with 
deadlines imposed by worldly standards, and 
with my past self. To-do lists and such, and a 
lack of trust in myself, that I will do what I set 
out to do, or that any changes in plan will be 
consistent with the values of the spirit they were 
originally planned in. It’s more fear of demons. 
“Oooh look they’re coming,” they say. “Better 
bash out something sub-standard so you at least 
can use the notes for some project in the future. 
You suck at finishing projects because you get 
depression, anxiety, blah blah blah and you, you 
need a job. HAHA. But maybe you should just 
meditate or do something nice for yourself. 

Think about me often, please.” Endless doubt 
and deferment of possibility. And this is en- 
masse, deferring the return of Christ. Fighting 
Kingdoms! 

Well, I’m still gonna be there for myself, there 
for God in the future. God wouldn’t ask us to do 
things for him if we weren’t capable of it. 

Another spirit of fear could come in - the fear of 
insanity, of normalcy, of psychiatry, of labels. 
“HAHA what do you mean GOD wants people to 
do things?” 

Look, you know. I’ve had enough of demons. I 
can sense the sickness in my body and I no 
longer feel that it’s me. 


The preacher man quotes the bible, saying that 
people are “by nature objects of wrath.” The 
flesh invites death, and the sin we inherited 
because of Satan invites punishment. 

What was I gonna say about The Cramps? Am I 
inviting punishment by listening to The Cramps? 
The spirit of folly is strong. So is the spirit of 
confusion. It looks around saying, “Is this bad? 
It’s fun! Fun is good! And it rebels against the 
other spirits of oppression.” There are so many 
layers to oppression, to subjugation that you’d 
hardly believe it. They just mount on each other, 
piles on piles. Till you’re cramped, you could 
say. 

The spirit of defensiveness rears the head again 
after I confront the spirit of folly. “Ah yeah, well, 
I stare folly in the face.” “The music helps me to 
confront my demons blah blah blah.” 

You know you can just stop. God, I have to 
regroup. 



Last time I heard the Cramps played out loud 
was in Falco’s proud Queenslander house while I 
laid on a couch on the balcony drunk on red wine 
and a spirit of guilt (amongst others). 

Memphis Posers, it’s called in youtube. I was too 
apathetic and out of it to say that I’d listened to it 
in my room a hundred times. I think I might’ve 
muttered limply, with all the lameness of Damo 
from Darren and Damo (the ciggy butt brain MS 
paint cartoon about Australian dereliction, for 




you foreigners), This is one of my favourite 
things on youtube...” To nobody in particular. 

That house, that den of demons, I could’ve called 
it. I mean the house is fine, but the people, damn. 

That house also housed the demon themed band 
Come Die In Queensland. Jacks art has, since it’s 
existed, become a massive outpouring of 
monochromatic (or orange bleach on-black-cloth 
in the case of CDIQ merch) demons, clusters of 
demons, demons ripping apart people, assemblies 
of demons. My shirt is a girl with a demon 
mounting her. It looks like a dog, like it could 
almost be friendly, but it’s ripping the girl apart, 
and she’s not fighting it. It’s like she half doesn’t 
realise. 



Illustration 5: Some of Jack's demons 


Nowhere as blatant do the demons come out than 
in CDIQ. The boxes are ticked with gender 
quotas and the voice is given to the female, but 
what is it that we heard? Is it Jack or everyone’s 
pain imposing itself and being channelled, 
through her? Demon-torments? 

Like I said before, children and artists are more 
wholistic thinkers. Children’s shows have 
constant demon fights. Anime shows, I’m 
thinking of here. They channel medieval images 
too. Swords, and such. The demons come out 
everywhere in life and life is an adventure. It 
isn’t confined to writing, or to music. The 
Kingdom of Satan has a different structure. 

The signs of demons here, from outside, are 
confined to boxes of music, art and writing here. 


We exhaust ourselves in short bursts where the 
demons can be manifested. Other times it’s 
everyday things, subtler signs. 

I bought the tape, the poetry book, I clapped, I 
got a shirt. Where was I, though? Where were we 
all? For the other times? 

I’m starting to exhaust myself writing this. It’s 
the coffee, I think. It’s me, but the coffee, it 
brings out appreciation of disembodied ideas, of 
art and things more, like my brain grows but, 
precision is lost a bit. 

Drugs, drugs making you feel tough to confront 
the demons. Side-stepping, chains of association, 
distractions. But we can always come back to the 
core point, right? 

Anyhow, girls screaming. Jack started screaming 
fearsomely, then Pam started in Guppy, and now 
they both scream together. I started screaming in 
Terorist. All the girls screaming, or moaning ala 
Ditchdog, it says something. And the guys 
shouting. 

Now, a spirit of fear of authority creeps in, of 
pride, of priggishness. “You could make this all 
about gender.” It’s not about gender solely. 
Powers and principalities, angels and demons. 
“Monster boy, monster girl,” Brick Brick said. 

Anyhow, why is it that you’re drawn here, as an 
atheist? You’re not autistic, you’re not pure, 
you’re not frozen. You can see that this music 
brings out the edge somehow. There’s 
ideological, spiritual battle going on. Where is 
your authority going to come from? Will you 
hope the pain just fades or disappears into 
oblivion when we find more responsibilities? 

I say that life isn’t about music n product and the 
battle is anywhere and everywhere. It’s just that 
we, as adults, like to box the manifestations of 
spiritual warfare into pages and time slots. The 
drama actually is everywhere, and I am interested 
in the people first and foremost. True creativity 
and flexibility go hand in hand. 

This music, it represents an edge, an S.O.S. I was 
drawn here, seemingly in contradiction with my 
background of being around nice beaches and 

















church people, because I knew on some level What, and who, will you meet on the way? If we 
that, “The greater the purpose for the Kingdom, keep creating, keep expressing these entities, we 
the greater the spiritual opposition you will face.” have to be putting them in their place. 

The preacher man said. 


The bible says that in the end times, people will 
have a form of Godliness but deny it’s power. 

“It’s just music,” “It’s just an aesthetic,” counts 
as this, I think. You will do things, and not seek 
the truth, but take benefit for yourself. It’s like 
you’re working for somebody else and getting 
the payment without knowing what it means. 
Doesn’t everything lead to a truth, if you seek it 
enough? Everything’s got an opposite, a social 
function, a history, a genealogy, a spirit to it. It is 
possible to appropriate the cross in disrespect to 
many martyrs but unlike appropriating (the 
secular sin, of cultural appropriation), say, native 
America, or pretending to be retarded, in pain or 
mentally ill for fun, it’s your choice whether to 
follow the good or not. Or whether your real 
insanity serves some greater end. 

You’re never stuck where you are in this system 
of meanings, of aesthetics, of emotional 
resonances, of cultural change. You have control 
over the objects around you and over your words. 
If you don’t, what’s controlling you? Depression? 
Adhd? Work? That might not be the name of our 
demons, to get them to come out. 

I’m getting back my sense of purpose as a weird 
person. It’s well beyond being a consumer of 
mental health services, of shame, but it’s the 
relentless idealism and inexpressible perceptions 
you have of the world, as a child, as a teenager, 
as a free artist, when you believed in things. You 
didn’t know the labels, the carnal distractions, the 
cynicism, things like that. You were a brat, you 
had a sin nature no doubt, but you were pressing 
forward. The weird kids knew something. You 
knew. 

I still believe in us all. I have a purpose to fulfil. 

The music, the enchantment, the distractions. The 
demons come up, the demons get put in their 
place. There is no way but up towards God, 
towards true love. 


Worldly labels are less rational than spiritual 
ones because the world is always changing, but 
eternity does not. And humans are always 
changing. The mind is always changing, but the 
worldly labels are ‘out there’ somewhere and 
therefore less relevant to the soul, and to art. 

Our spiritual words for our suffering are created 
for God, and for us, while worldly words are 
created for bureaucracy, and worldly powers. 

Emma told me something along the lines of, “I 
might be different one day to the next. That’s 
why I reject those labels,” (a label I had) when I 
was raw out of the psych ward. “A lot of people 
care about you mate.” 

That’s what really matters, ultimately. What’re 
we supposed to do in the midst of so many 
demons? Subject them to authority. They are 
scared of authority. They want the whole world 
to be under oppression for their sake, for the sake 
of Satan, their master, in simultaneous selfish 
delusion and delusional self-sacrifice of their true 
selves who are defined by God, by love. 

People don’t know what evils they serve, the 
preacher-man says. They don’t know what evils 
are getting in the way of their true purpose to 
build the all-liberating Kingdom of God. They 
don’t even know what the Kingdom of God 
would look like. We don’t know how to define, 
to name, and to grasp authority over our own 
spiritual, psychogenic, social ills but we are 
grasping at anything that promises relief, power 
or some truth, if there light in us. 

Preacher-man says that he had serious 
depression. He was trying to get rid of it by 
blaming himself, his flesh. You see people 
punishing and modifying the flesh all the time 
with drugs, self-harm, guilt, punishing of the 
senses. But, it’s an idea, you see. The flesh has 
already been crucified, you don’t need to punish 
it anymore. What he had was a spirit. It wasn’t 
him. 



See, this sounds crazy but in finding the authority 
and self-definition in Christ, by naming his 
problem and calling on his higher belief, his 
executive part of his brain kicked into gear and 
dissected the spirit. You, disembodied spirit, 
latching on to me, you don’t belong here. I say 
this with the authority of the Most High God. 

Like, there’s no point. It’s just sitting there 
begging for punishment, pushing you towards 
death, latching on to servitude, to selfish 
ambition, to false authority that literally has no 
actual substance but causes others to serve it and 
stew in their pain (Nirvana), their impasse (Mark 
Fisher), their self-punishment (religiosity, 
academia)... And then you can rise the ranks and 
feel smug in increasing sensual indulgence, 
Satanic dominion, binding irony and lies. 

It’s just a Goddamn idea. Ideas are important. 
Zizek says that ideas make up reality, or 
something. Ideas, you know, animate your body. 
They animate animations, they animate music, 
books, conversations. Words are powerful. 

Not interested in fictional spells or witchcraft, or 
pseudo-witchcraft, or perpetual enchantments of 
hollow music, hollow aesthetics, where there is 
no progression, nothing to latch on to. I want the 
edge, the conflict. 

Don’t be mistaken, though. Ideas are not just 
ideas. They are powers and principalities that 
govern the entire world and there is a Kingdom 
of Satan in operation. How high up in society, it’s 
hard for us to imagine the extent of evil. 

If you knew, you would understand how justice is 
called for. Satan will be bound in the end. Don’t 
feel sorry for him or let folly linger, because they 
deserve to come out and to be told off. 

Don’t give up on people, but follow God, 
wherever He will take you, and keep praying for 
difficult people so that their demonic influence 
over you will be resisted and you will retain love 
and not hatred. Maybe you’ll go, maybe you’ll 
stay? The most important thing is that you take 
care and don’t wander off from the truth. If you 
haven’t found it, look for it, and give up 
everything for it if you must. “If you want to be 
perfect, sell your possessions and give to the 


poor.” What’s there to lose if you’re so damn 
depressed and bored, anyhow? 

Better be careful around music, too. Playing with 
fire. Preacher man also says that Lucifer was the 
angel in charge of music. His splendour, and his 
proud intelligence made him want to be higher 
than God. This was the opposite of Jesus, 
because Jesus humbled himself to the level of 
ordinary humans and to suffering, so God exalted 
him. Satan wants to get everybody to be 
oppressed under his dominion worshipping co¬ 
opted ideas, false religion, that lead to stagnation, 
totalitarianism, death. He is skilled at using 
music to do that. 

Jesus is, in a way, closer to the autistic atheist 
with no interest in artistic expression, who likes 
to work with wood and not do anyone any harm, 
who would take a bullet for anyone. He was a 
carpenter, after all. The ragged, blue-eyed, long¬ 
haired musician who appeals to the commoners 
but is exalted by the corporate capitalist forces is 
similar in a superficial sense but is closer to the 
dominion of Satan. He is the boy who cries wolf, 
but cries again, and again, almost to comical 
effect, until the people come, and some leave 
when they see it’s a farce, but some come and cry 
with him, but remain at a distance, in a crowd 
just an arms length away, crying again, and 
crying again, and again, in recordings, duplicated 
again, and again, for future generations well after 
he offed himself. 

We cease to take our suffering seriously if it 
remains enslaved to productivity and is not 
brought out to be dealt with by God, in God’s 
timing. It becomes evil when it’s enjoyed. You 
think, “why do people come back to this, again 
and again? It’s not even that good. I’m not even 
that good. But people must be idiots, and I must 
be clever.” I keep using Cobain as an example. 
Somebody, maybe Dave Grohl or someone said 
something like, “People don’t understand that 
Nirvana was a fun band.” I don’t know if that fun 
was blended with cynicism as much early on but 
there are very clear signs of Kurt’s inner conflict 
about his work. Someone at uni (yeah, at uni we 
discussed high-minded topics like Nirvana) 
mentioned how Kurt said in his journals how 
weird it was being on stage, like a factory, 
repeating the same things, or something. The 



conflict, I think, drives home the point that, “The 
greater the purpose, the greater the Satanic 
opposition.” Kurt himself, I wouldn’t describe as 
evil, but he had evil which he was struggling to 
find the authority to drive out of himself, to 
liberate himself and his fans from this system. 

I wouldn’t say, either, that the music (or any 
music) is all good, or all evil, but that it’s the 
context and the system in which it operates it, 
involving our own thinking, feeling and choosing 
in response to it, according to the spiritual- 
ideological, and physical influences over us at a 
time (don’t fear, though, we can make choices 
about those). 

At that time the fans, all gather around like sick 
addicts, wanting more, wanting him to save 
them. Music can be kind of dumb. I feel kind of 
silly getting into music too much, on a habitual 
basis. Especially music shows. There is nothing 
wrong with music itself. It’s psychotic to fear 
music, just because it’s music. It’s immaterial. It's 
the social relations, it’s the not doing things in 
God’s (love’s) timing that gets to me. It’s not 
cinematic enough. It doesn’t operate at it’s full 
potential. It’s a tool to help scare the demons 
away, or to summon them, to say, “It’s safe to 
express this now,” so you (or somebody) can 
identify them and put them in their place. 

Some people are strong enough to rise the ranks 
of the system more easily than others. A friend 
said to me, about a band we saw recently, that 
while she loved the band, she felt weird because 
they were privileged in the music scene or 
something. Maybe privileged isn’t the right 
word, because they have life struggles too? But 
they fit a format, a structure, of rock music. They 
will probably tour and things like that. Ahh, so? 
You might say. But I think that scepticism about 
how bands operate is perfectly warranted. The 
spirits of idolisation, of fear, of oppression, of 
confusion, of pride come up. What is actually 
going to happen? Let’s get down to earth again. 
More of the same? More screaming, more beer, 
more $5-$10 notes handed over to the organiser 
dude people bitch about, more -$7, -$7, -$7. $7, 
$7 on your bank statement, I dunno just more 
band stuff, more banality, commerce, systematic 
productivity. And like, for us, what does it get, 
for them, what does it get, if we can’t find some 


kind of counter-authority to even out this 
structure of exaltation and repetition of pseudo¬ 
exorcism? Where’s the progress? The radical 
change? The real drama? 

I mean I don’t want drama for it’s own sake, I 
want redemption, revolution, revelations, truth, 
change, reconnect ion with true selves and the 
basic pleasures of being human on this earth we 
were given. 

People are just begging for some kind of 
authority to drive the demons out. Some say it’s a 
crises of absent fathers, I say it’s a lack of 
spiritual authority in general. Embodiment 
matters here, and so does technology, because 
demonically-influenced people get awfully 
violent at times. You need stamina, 
concentration, and great love. My words are not a 
cure-all spell, like Sundays at church, like music 
isn’t. Like critics aren’t, like socialist meetings 
aren’t, like writing articles for wank publications 
aren’t. 

I could bring up the drama of CDIQ again. There 
were questions of privilege there, male privilege, 
financial and social privilege. Extreme opposites. 
The Word twisted and mangled. Demons rearing 
their heads. 

Catholics and pagans have all kinds of signs like 
the sign of the cross to keep evil out, I dunno, 
like crystals, Christian parents have happy 
Elillsong music, us, we hang out with the 
demons, stare em in the face, try to figure em 
out, or kick them out. Delinquents have the rude 
finger and yelling at cops, to protect themselvs. 

This is still not enough. Any real counter-culture 
has to cut right to the Satanic root. Preacher man 
explains that what made Lucifer fall was the first 
sin: pride. 

Christians can fall to pride. He used to be a 
pastor, he said, and he’d get at people for 
smoking but he’d let people who were treating 
their wives and husbands badly remain in the 
congregation. I find this confession of his 
astounding - most Christians cover it up. 

Coutner-Christians, counter-culture, and 
whatever other cultural expressions fall into pride 



too. Things that look like religion, but don’t 
worship the true God, and would rather tortured, 
brainwashed souls orbit around Satan’s 
underlings telling themselves this is the only 
thing there is, and that the more invested and 
self-destructed they become in it, the more they 
will be like God, or like Satan. 

Lucifer’s splendour, and Lucifer’s pride caused 
him to fall. The better the music, the more 
potential to enchant. 

I’m not sure that we know who we serve. Are we 
demons or angels? I hope that we at least care. 
You’re not bad people. “Do not judge”, says 
Jesus. What right would I have to judge 
somebody? 

Anyhow, the first sin is pride, and for a Buddhist 
spin, we could say attachment. That’s the 
difference between music being worship of God 
and worship of Satan, I think. It’s also the basis 
of debates Christians vs. LGBT community have: 
pride. It’s all a bunch of pedestals. I want things 
to be TO YOU more than ABOUT you. 

It’s funny, I went to the Foundry last night and 
saw Toecutter, this crazy DJ (?) guy who’s been 
around forever and looked to me kind of like this 
druggy guy you’d avoid in the street but he 
played all these sick mix-ups of Slayer, 
accordions, Pussycat Dolls, Aqua, hard style 
trance, and whoever else. He gradually stripped 
down to a jumpsuit and his inner hipster shone 
thru. All the music and shit was a MESS and it 
was just his performance that captivated you. 

He did this speech about, like you can go get a 
job, play music, procreate, whatever else, but 
you’re probably better off having sex. I thought, 
no, I will not have sex, and looked up at the 
beams around to imagine hanging myself, but 
also thought, isn’t it a good point that 
everything’s a mess but you just have your body? 
That’s what it comes down to? 
-?? 

I mean same with Elvis, same with The Cramps. 
Been reading The Outsiders and the popular girl 
Cherry, talking to the greaser boy Ponyboy, says 
that the difference between him and the ‘socs’ 
(‘socials’, rich hooligan bullies and cheerleader 
type girls) was that they were more emotional 


and she would just say stuff without really 
meaning it. She’d tell a story and then realise, 
she didn’t even know what she was talking about. 
Ponyboy thought that the difference was, mainly, 
that Greasers liked Elvis but the socs thought he 
was out and the Beatles were in. He told her, 
“...Remember we all look at the same sunset.” 

Who listens to the Beatles at a youtube party? 
They’re more rigid, like they have everything 
worked out. An old boyfriend liked the Beatles, 
and I guess I identified more with the Rolling 
Stones. Not that we liked them heaps but he’s 
now married and a school teacher and I’m still 
drifting, spiritually, and a mess in appearance. 

But the physical/carnal body, the body does not 
keep us together, focusing on just the body is a 
mistake. Focusing on false unity of structured 
communication is a mistake. There are spiritual 
differences that are real and important. 

Elvis was a good boy, at least. His image, at 
least. It was about the body, the soul and about 
love. Not the sprawling, concentrated hedonism 
of a party with Toecutter going on about drugs 
and politicians. 

_ ?? 

And no, the sampling of Johnny Howard and 
ScoMo doesn’t in fact help. You have no 
authority at all by doing that, and you discourage 
others from developing the authority to confront 
the evil structures of this world. Toecutter said he 
heard, or read, a thing from some Canadian 
indigenous people saying that politicians 
shouldn’t be given space in music like that. So he 
was like “Ehhh I don’t know anymore.” 

Someone yelled, “YOU SHOULD! IT REALLY 
HELPS,” and I’m not sure if they were joking or 
not. 


Music, art, fashion and aesthetics are powerful 
things. You know how they play classical music 
in the Valley toilets and at some bus stations to 
deter deros? It goes way beyond that, of course. 

Praise and worship are truly powerful things. If 
you want to repel dark spiritual forces, start 
praising God. Some people will hate it. Or, start 
dressing in bright colours or white, with head 
coverings. Or, dress like a lady and act like one 
with a self-controlled, modest but confident air? 






Illustration 6: cuuute 


The Apostle Paul sang worship songs in prison, 
brought the walls down and won over the prison 
guards. Israel brought down the walls of Jericho 
by blasting trumpets a number of times. Psalms 
are songs about suffering and joy, for stringed 
instruments. In Revelations, a sound like rolling 
thunder n string instruments will be made by a 
small amount of people who are saved. Music is 
at the centre of pivotal moments in Christianity. 
In heaven, the souls will praise God forever and 
ever. This won’t be ‘praise’ as in forced servitude 
to something ‘other’, but complete safety inside 
of God. 



Illustration 7: brutal 



Illustration 8: and it's all 
their fault 


The Spirit says to uphold them as stories 
important to the development of the plan of 
salvation. 

Your spirit says that music is important, too. 

Jesus said, of the corrupt generation, they are like 
two groups of children. One says to the other, 
“We sang a dirge, you didn’t cry. We sang a 
happy song, you didn’t dance.” Numbness and 
disorder. Too much going on. 

Some people’s walls need mass-movement to 
overcome. Some people need a big spiritual 
authority so strong, stronger than your words or 
your service as an individual. People might need 
to surround them to sing, to play music, to pray, 
to speak the truth. It’s like a fight behind the 
school shed, but spiritual warfare. It’s like an 
orgy, but no sex, only love and real change. 

If you’re not willing to try something new to 
assert new, real spiritual authority, then you come 
under the spell of the demons you’re trying to 
fight. Can Satan drive out Satan? Try something 
new. You don’t serve an aesthetic, a schedule, a 
spirit of darkness. You don’t want to give Satan a 
foothold. This is why I no longer make a 
spectacle of my own poor decisions like I once 
used to, in order to show that I fit in, that I 
understand all your problems. There is a point 
where negotiating with darkness is folly. Just pull 
out your favourite scriptures. I’m done listening, 









you need to just come out of him/her, demon! If 
you’re not comfortable in your Godly authority 
yet, maybe you should just keep looking for it 
and not keep wrangling with the darkness in case 
you find some gold. Some of youse are probably 
wishing Satan would come and offer success in 
exchange for the vestiges of your innocent souls, 
just groveling around in hell, but it’s not worth it. 

Some of you are placating the demons by 
sacrificing to them, like ancient Gods. You 
dance, scream, grovel, let loose until the high 
wears off and the tension builds again. You want 
to see people, and see yourself, be able to scream 
with raw emotion and pain. Let the demons out 
of into the playpen and lock them away inside. If 
you suffer for music, for success, you’re some 
kind of devil worshipper. First things first, find 
out what you’re about, then you can loose things 
at the right time, like your life is a movie with a 
perfect soundtrack, in honour of God where the 
good wins out in the end. 

You can keep going on and on doing the same 
thing, in dysfunctional relationships, in 
attachment to objects and things, to substances, 
to habits, but where’s the momentum? We want 
to save the people with the walls. Behind walls, 
inside or out. This is a progression of music, and 
of the Kingdom of God. 

It’s not possible or always desirable to escape 
people. Demons have many friends, as the 
preacher man said. You don’t have to look far for 
more corruption. What is the antidote to this? To 
Mutual corruption? I’ve pondered it and what 
came up, was just, “Love one another.” That can 
be the most difficult thing to do but it’s the only 
solution to our problems. It’s vertical, not 
horizontal too. Whole nations can be under 
demonic spells. Whole subcultures, whole groups 
of people. Where do you start there? Love one 
another, really. It’s not, “Love somebody who is 
more respectable and middle class,” “Love 
somebody who is not mentally ill,” “Love 
yourself,” “Find somebody who is more 
receptive to positive messages.” (by the way, 
Mark DeJesus points out, Jesus told Peter, “Get 
behind me Satan!” when he said a ‘nice’ thing 
like, “Surely you won’t be killed!”) But you’ve 
got to speak the truth in authority and love. 


If a town didn’t respond to their message, the 
apostles shook the dust off their feet and left, 
proclaiming woe to the town. I also want to 
mention that Jesus said that his mothers, sisters 
and brothers are those that follow his word, when 
his ‘real’ ones were waiting outside for him. 
Loyalty, and family, are not to be idols put before 
the Kingdom of God. Nor the patriarchy, either - 
Jesus’ main Dad was God, not Joseph. So, 
honour thy mother and father as much as they are 
owed and continue on your way. 

Some people have so many problems that seem 
impossible. It will only be when they are 
surrounded by people with trumpets, perhaps, 
when their real self is strengthened and their 
demons get scared enough. There will be many 
words, many songs, dances, physical changes in 
the world before some people are saved. 

Miracles, if you will. I think that many songs are 
miracles, because they are so rare and beautiful. 

Don’t you want to dance, sing, play music and 
really know what you’re doing? The spontaneous 
and the deliberate are together. 

I was reminded of this when I listened to Ruam 
(? Ruche?) which was one of the opening acts 
before Toecutter. The sound was noise like 
Terorist but instead, there were twinkly sounds 
like crystals crossed with chattering birds in a 
rainforest around a crystal waterfall. You felt 
surrounded, in company, but then it all dropped 
and some sounds made me feel like it all fell 
away from me and I was suddenly in space, all 
alone. I couldn’t tell if it was heaven or hell, 
being alone in space. I didn’t ponder this when I 
felt like I was on a space ship on Robitussin, the 
fact that being in space meant you were all alone. 
I felt like I was in control but I was all alone. 
People would’ve been relieved I was locked up. 
At least if I’m alone now, I know I’m alone, I 
mean I’m conscious of what’s actually going on. 
The control is with God. If I want that feeling 
again, I can find it manually, by finding meaning. 
It’s real, and all of us are in a space ship of our 
own, but together, in sacred formation. 

Actually, just the feeling of being a well- 
designed entity on a rock orbiting things in 
space. 



Anyhow, that’s enough for now. Decide for 
yourselves, take care, speak the truth and leave 
things in the hands of God. 

Not going to fade out into banal adulthood. But 
not about to die either. 27 club 

KM 

xox 


THE MOST ANTICAPITALIST BAND 

That band is MxPx. I know this from lived 
experience. Had my media player on shuffle and 
a song from my teen years came one. It reminded 
me of how I used to listen to MxPx instead of 
doing my school assignments, had an optimistic, 
pure-hearted idealism, and was actually kind of 
incapable about thinking, “I should really, really 
do this assignment for tomorrow,” and carrying it 
through, for as MxPx told me. Today Is In My 
Way. This is the most Christian of the Christian 
band themes, perhaps, because while rebellious, 
it’s not really bitter or mean, it just does what it 
wants to do. And it hits right to the heart of the 
machinations of capitalist as they work on my 
biopolitics. I don’t care if that is not the correct 
use of the academic term. 

Peace. 

666 

Music will only be good when the devil is bound. 
Devil music sounds good, counterfeit salvation. 
But it’s JUST MUSIC. It burns out like a 
firework. BABY YOU’RE A FIREWORK. Nah, 
those are pretty but burn out really quickly too. 

They say (I dunno who, some moustached man 
from an 80s scaremongering moral panic doco, 
trustworthy sauce hey) that Satan, Lucifer, the 
Devil was the angel of stringed instruments, the 
fallen angel. He is the saccharin that leads to 
starvation and death, when his fruits are not put 
in their place. 

I understand the death drive that goes well with 
music and the downward spiral. “I’ll give you a 
deal,” says Satan, “You can have counterfeit 


freedom and then freedom in death, 'eternal life’ 
free from society’s strictures. You will be smart, 
brave, strong n enduring like in the movie 
pictures” You snub health, normalcy. But they 
you become a coward, a pseudo-intellectual 
degenerate and, sick. You’re a slave to work, and 
to pleasure. (I speak for myself) 

Sometimes you’ll come down off something and 
be like, “Wait this is nothing at all. These are all 
lies. I think I am doing good by being counter- 
cultural. I am helping people to have a good 
time. But this is no longer fun.” 

The counterfeit is so real that you go back to it. 
Again and again. You can’t even laugh at it. And 
if you can, and just laugh at the poor souls who 
take the dross seriously, you’re probably evil. 

You think you’re the, second in command of 
Satan or something. Industry insider. 

This is the closest you can get to God. The music 
understands you. It’s a Psalm. Music isn’t 
inherently evil. It’s like nothing at all. It’s 
spiritual. Meaning that liars hack into it. 

Anyhow, music is great. I don’t want to go to bed 
because it is good. 

I laugh at most music. Most music is 
embarrassing. Like, duh (ughhh that’s a reference 
now). That’s why it’s great, people expose 
themselves. It’s humble. They say, “I’m not that 
great, but i’m strong enough to admit it”. That’s 
why they get put on pedestals. 

It’s something I always wanted to do but I’m just 
a person who thinks and writes, mainly. There’s 
not much too me. I’m ashamed of it. 

Anyhow, I think that worship and praise music 
will only be as good as secular music when 
revelations happens. That devil needs to be 
bound, so it’s him and not us who are the 
masochistic, subordinated element in the whole 
music participation thing. 

It sounds a bit mean, doesn’t it, binding the 
devil? But understand there is evil in this world 
that we cannot comprehend. We don’t know 
where it comes from, we can’t possibly reach out 
and control it, can’t possibly empathise, we just 



have to snuff it out. In actuality, the devil is just 
something, that’s inside of us, that is really a liar, 
that will really amount to nothing at all, to no 
man with horns. But don’t get into the lie that the 
devil doesn’t exist. The devil hasn’t been bound 
yet. Evil is inherently evil, darkness, just is. 

Why does a lot of Christian music suck? If it’s 
not Handel 1888, not a chorus of angels, it’s 
usually fairly middle of the road stuff that’s not 
confessing, not subduing anything, not saying 
anything, (tho to think, I didn’t fully GET this till 
I became Christian again, I was just drawn to the 
real downer underground expressions, to the truth 
of that, but dissatisfied in that it only expressed 
things IN PART). 

Thing tht gets me, is all the music will be the 
foundation for the righteous music to come, but 
as being a counterfeit religion, a capitalist sham, 
it can so easily lead astray. 

There will be an ultimate counterfeit religion 
with every image blending together. Like how 
you see the genres and subcultures blending 
together with the new corporate pop music. 
Serving the same kind of purpose to distract, 
comfort etc. but ‘woke’. But asleep to it’s own 
dark inadequacy (When We Go Asleep, Where 
Do We All Go? You are asleep. “I’m the bad guy, 
duh”.. um I will say DUH too, but you don’t own 
that word, I knew it first. You ARE bad, duh). 

But then without this great whore (false religion) 
to give some cheap lovin’ people will eventually 
be deceived by the devil, the beast, by capitalism, 
even worse and attack the true lovers. The 
ultimate showdown. 

SACRED PRODUCT, ASSETSTRIPPER, 
SATANIC ROCKERS, TROPICAL CANCER 
RORT 

Sacred Product is one of the first things that 
would be censored, banned, by the authoritarian 
right, if they had their way. 

The cover is a bearded man holding up a tablet 
shaped like a gravestone, for a start, insinuating 
that the law is commerce. 


It’s sarcastic mocking rock of rock, 
commercialism and of all music. All the 
instrumentals are perfectly, calculatedly stroppy 
and lame to the point where it is the coolest 
thing. “I fake it so real I am beyond fake”, but 
way more real because it comes from the bottom 
of society. “I bagged a lot of nuts,” wrote Lynton, 
a New Zealander working in a factory in 
Melbourne, on the video for Working Is A Waste. 
It might be a Satanic Rockers song, I get them 
and Sacred Product songs mixed up sometimes. 



It is like the fertile mulch at the bottom of the 
commercial op shop bin of things that got left out 
in the rain till the cardboard disintegrated. There 
are still bits of rock n roll in there but you smile 
and poke it with a stick. Euwww. Wow. 

The original rock was just righteousness as dirty 
rags before God. This is like a dump before God, 
but God just has to have a downward -facing 
smile, a nod and a chuck into the compost. “Well, 
I can use that,” he says. 

“You wouldn’t want anyone to step in it 
unawares, though. You need loving adult 
guidance.” The songs make you self-conscious of 
the subordinated work you perform, when before 
you might have been innocent. “I’m actually 
cursed!” The curse of Man is to work a land that 



yields thorns. These songs are about the dull 
manual work of men increasingly removed from 
anything human. Waiting for war, gazing at 
history. 

Sin in the world grows in service/search of a 
‘sacred product’. This gruelling metaphor, named 
Sacred Product, pisses you off because it 
confronts you with the curse. “What... is this 
supposed to help me? Is this supposed to agitate 
me towards revolution? Is this meant to just, 
make me hate my life? What’s it meant to do? 
Does it stop progress, as a grand self-indulgent, 
slacker, side-step made all the more infuriating in 
it’s smugness and uncapping of black-mold-like 
spores wafting out of the hell in my soul? Or is it 
meant to make me run away to nature? Do I 
wage war?” 



Illustration 9: Is this endorsing a product? I 
suppose it doesn't matter so much because 
they're all sold out, you can find it on the 
internet. You might be banned from Discogs 
though, oh well. Be content with the digital 
copies and buy yourself a nice meal. 

Or maybe THIS Sacred Product could be 
yours? Write in to cwzine(a)protonmail.com 
and you will probably be the winner 

It shows you the curse, but as a ‘sacred product’, 
it is part of the curse. “Submit”, it says. “You 
consent to it. You can partake in it’s dark power.” 


One reaction is to play dumb, to say, girlishly, 
“Ohh what is that? Hahaha” and skip off to play. 
To serve others make-believing in their 
perfection, perfecting myself by being stronger. 
Sing a spiritual song, which would be even 
creepier, as it exposes the truth of an inner 
beauty/strength that can exist in the depressing 
places. Imagine a little Christian girl singing 
Christmas carols in a British sweatshop, teardrop 
running down her filthy face. I’m sure that’d get 
her punished. “Shut up, put on some metal.” 
Who’s the rebel there? 

Another way is to see it for what it means and 
subliminate it to the purposes of freedom. It is 
evidence of a spiritual pseudo-authority, an evil 
power and principality governing our lives. It is a 
subdued form of it, seemingly, being a small, 
underground release gingerly picking away at the 
larger, pseudo-wholesome rock tropes. That isn’t 
to say it’s perfect, that heaven will be full of it, 
but it’s a little window to hell. 

It’s evil that’s sat being contemplated in an old 
soul, presented in the most distilled, compacted 
form, tamed as much as anyone can do in their 
earthly, negative intellect. A knife’s edge away 
from being Christian in it’s humility and 
smallness. 

It’ll break through but the false church, the 
collective sacred products, have it in a bind, 
seemingly. 

Or, they choose to cling to what commercial, 
cultural power the Sacred Product gives them, as 
individual men with their micro-hierarchies? Are 
they goats or lambs? Satan’s small fry 
subjugating mildly unhappy women and fans? 

Hasn’t been purged, or exorcised, by any 
symbolic ritual, revolution or prayer. It will 
happen when the tackier, bombastic rock (..?) 

The physical performance of it is testament to 
wasted bodies, lacking in, or rejecting natural, 
youthful vigour. The sacrifice, for them, and for 
us under the curse, is being worn down by this 
world. 




They won’t pretend the curse isn’t there, that 
they aren’t cursed, that you aren’t cursed. People 
don’t wanna hear that they’re cursed because 
they feel like Jesus makes their world perfect 
right now. They pretend they are perfect, and that 
you just have to make yourself perfect by 
working more and being like them, or having 
more babies (Satanic Wombs was a band name 
suggested to me by Geoffrey. Feminine counter¬ 
part to Satanic Rockers?). 

Work literally is the curse of Satan, growing in 
lies and images, serving money instead of God? 
Painful childbirth literally is the curse of Satan 
too? What if you had a tape made of the screams 
of the maternity ward? Could you handle that? 
Would you censor it, or accept it as a 
fundamental part of life? Your sin wanted the 
knowledge. 

What am I supposed to do. It’s a choice to work, 
a choice to reproduce. 

Is it evil? Sacred Product? Well, all the bigger, 
shinier ‘sacred products’ that form an idolatrous 
empire of pseudo-perfection constructed from 
love of money, that pretend that The Fall (the 
bible story, not the band) didn’t happen, they will 
be very offended. 

To them, there are no suffering wise guys, 
nobody underground on the coalface, nowhere 
Satan comes into the cracks of the ‘voluntary 
workforce’. 

Maybe they nod and say, “they’re entitled to their 
self-expression. At least the feeling had an outlet. 
They’re still working.” Maybe they say, “This is 
horrible. It will damage the work morale, making 
people unnecessarily unhappy” (as critics say 
that feminism makes wives needlessly unhappy). 

“This is blasphemous, the product is not sacred! 
That’s idolatry!” Is it idolatry, listening to Sacred 
Product? What about any product? Is this product 
so amazing that you will want to throw all your 
other music away? Give it one last spin before 
the revolution? Or establish a micro fascist 
community around the product, this product? 
Nooo. 


It’s more the product is just one message on our 
way to the ultimate unveiling/revelation. It’s one 
imperfect pursuit on our way to pure social 
relations when the curse is ended. 

What if Sacred Product was called Cursed 
Product instead? More honest? But still the same 
thing. Wouldn’t it follow, if it was cursed, that it 
shouldn’t have been made, we should’ve been 
doing something blessed instead? Like just a 
little Satanic tidbit, to theoretically inoculate 
yourself against the rest., side effects unknown. 

It would also sound like a hardcore band, as 
Cursed Product. Is hardcore more honest, the 
most honest thing? Nah I dunno. Maybe all 
music just kind of sucks, we should drop it all, 
assemble somewhere and start a choral, spiritual 
hymn like that Thin Red Line movie that Bobby 
made me stay up and watch? 

Speak in another tongue, speak with the spirit. 
Ode to Joy, perhaps. Whatever weird thing comes 
to mind and feels right. You just know, if you ask 
the Holy Spirit. Faith, there is no other way. 

It’s egalitarian, it’s sweet, it’s powerful. If you 
feel too weird you can just stand there cringing 
all out impurities away or grinning because you 
feel alive for the first time in forever. Like those 
boys who sun the Halo theme song in the locker 
or that emo song on Catatonic Youths. But not 
lame. 

Anyhow that aside. There’s more music to 
demolish. 

I’ll finish this off with the convicting Lyrics to 

Mute Arts Carnival from Never the Mortgage 

The wacky and weird novelty soundtrack 
Makes sense in the underground 
I think it’s really great that DIY 
Creating culture to make things better 

Support the arts but don’t talk to friends 
Hearsay makes great front page news 
Another tragedy and everybody cries 
It all leads back to self concern 

A whole lot of art but no therapy 
No discussion but a lot of “community” 



Sign another facebook petition 
but keep those local fires burning 

I guess we’ve all got a lot on our plate 
Feeding self-pity keep breeding the hate 
All this drama leaves me feeling flat 
Overgrown weeds the ball’s in your court 

How are things meant to get any better 
When no-one sits at the same table 
It might get ugly but at least something’s said 
Try to resolve the differences we have 

Fuck the mute arts small town carnival 
Lack of communication I’ve had a gutful 

BLUR - ADVERT (1993) 

THIS SONG IS ACCURSED TOO. What do you 
mean telling me Modern Life Is Rubbish, when 
you live in it, and we are stuck in it? Thanks, you 
get to hog the fame, the better jobs, making us 
happy for a few great bubblegum pop minutes 
and gaze back out at the 60 ’clock train with 
renewed sense of dissatisfaction, which will only 
make us want to buy more counter-culture junk 
to profit you, the sloppily dressed in a suit boy? 

Haha, the suit outfit kind of hinted at the 
corporate arrangement. I thought it looked really 
cool because I probably just harboured ambitions 
to be like them. 



BLUR LBUR BLUR BLUR. It’s all shit. 

Now me, I’m prattling away making you hate the 
few things that make you a little bit happy, so 
you will want to read more Cross Wires to give 
ME attention, am I? I am just making life MORE 
OL A BLUR but, hopefully so you can see these 


things in more sharp definition. The IDEAS blur 
but out of that blurry chaos, comes clarity, just a 
bit more. 

Well some day you can chuck these under your 
feet and be one step closer to coming out of the 
hole of the place in the social system that we are 
in. 

THE DAMNED 

This band is less accursed. While they are called 
THE DAMNED, and that bothers me slightly, 
they are gentlemanly punks. 

Alone Again Or partly formed the basis of my 
analysis of love. He waits patiently, while she 
does what she choses to, and he will be alone 
again tonight (my dear) She thinks people are, 
the greatest fun. Could be with almost anyone. 
But he will be alone again tonight for her. 

IF HE is not an incel, a waster, that is romantic. 

IF HE IS then UGH SHUT UP. Trying to guilt 
trip and serenade me at once? Make me feel 
sorry for your aloneness? That’s another accursed 
bind. You’re a patient boy. But what else do you 
have going for you? Are you like a dog waiting 
for a treat or is there some substance here? 

I actually like the song. But the man’s a gothic 
peacock. 

The song is less accursed, it is a flower. Aww 
thank you. It at least won’t make me feel bad. It 
won’t make me feel like love is lost under 
capitalism. 

It’s an act, though. I don’t know the man. Music 
isn’t enough to know the man. 

Thinking about New Rose while looking at a 
hundred year-old brick wall, imagining two emo 
teenagers sitting on it, messy black fringes 
blowing in the cold Sydney breeze made me 
think, at fifteen, looking out of the backseat of a 
‘92 Diahatsu Charade, that maybe it was possible 
to be excited about life and in a romantic 
relationship. Not a dead sentence to monotony. I 
never want to be forced to commit. “Choose your 
sacrifice” says JP. How? 



Forever the paradox, obsessed with love, with 
boys but always turning it down. Never give in to 
fear, to conformity for it’s sake. Never say, “I 
want to”, “I love you” when you THINK you do, 
or should. Don’t say it until it’s breaking-the- 
rules fake rules. When you can’t not. 


MEAT THUMP 

This is about the most gentle music there is. IT 
gives me a lump of sweet manna in my soul, 
Chris Columbus song. 

It is closer to the line between curse/non-curse 
than Sacred Product or the rest too. It’s about the 
meat, not the product. The sacred thing is the 
body of the lamb. That piece of meat. 

What can I say? The man is dumb and he likes to 
drink. He loves you. He’s trying to tell you. Not 
perfect but he loves you. How sweeet. 

At the very bottom, the man and the woman 
become one. The dry dust, soft, soft dry dust. I 
am a piece of meat, for yoouu. To thump. And 
you are that to mee. Special dust! 

Nah fuck it, it was the line between toxic male 
camaraderie and humbling honesty .That lame 
confession they give you when they know you’re 
too overwhelmed to make them ashamed, n 
they’re too mired in their shit to be ashamed? Or 
ARE THEY ashamed? Did they care? Either 
way, the aftermath of the band was suffering. 

Close to the good male leadership in creating 
something beautiful and humbling but not quite a 
church you could thrive in 

“Jesus, won’t you help me heal my pain. It’s 
enough to drive a man insane.” 

Rest in peace B.A. 


SCOOTER 

This music is so dumb that it is not as accursed 
either. It blends the sense of world utopia with 
sexual connection: Jumping All Over The World. 

At the end he says, AND ALL THE LADIES TO 
THE VIP but his Terminator accent makes it 
seem innocuous because it’s like he’s just saying 
it like a kid would say something they heard on 
TV. Like a kid quoting Austin Powers. 

He also says, PLEASE REFRAIN FROM NOT 
SMOKING. Like it is a command. I HEARD IT 
WAS REBELLIOUS TO SMOKE. SO I WILL 
TRY TO ENJOY THE CIGARETTE. IT 
SIGNIFIES MY ALLEGIANCE.. TO NOT NOT 
SMOKING. THE LEISURE MAN 
COMMANDS. 

Realistically this song is more like, aligned with 
globalist powers of capital more than love, or 
something. 

VANESSA AMAROSI 

The token female. Cause we’re talking about 
MEN here mostly, aren’t we? LUCKY YOU, 
MEN. (or UNLUCKY). 

ABSOLUTELY EVERYBODY. What, ME? 

Everybody needs a hand to hold? Etc? What if I 
don’t, what if i’m autistic? What if I have 
trauma? What if I don’t want? How naive to 
think about. I swear autism goes around in a 
circle where, there are some people who are so 
well-adjusted and naive that they have no 
concept of status, style, difference, pain, that they 
seem autistic to autistic people who are more 
normal/beaten into fake socialisation. You know, 
like homeschooled. Was Amarosi homeschooled? 
Nah she’s just from the 90s. The innocent age. 

Talking about circles, by the way. A book called 
From Working Class Hero To Middle Class 
Disgrace, by a British guy who grew up in a 
council flat in Stoke and became a fancy chef in 
London., visited Eton (the school royal family n 
future pollies go to). They have some weird 
traditions where you have to be physically tough. 
This is like a homeless person is physically 



tough. Also, they don’t care what people think. Say what you want about other religions, about 
Class is like a circle, he said, where the ultra poor him being just a man, but sometimes history’s 
and ultra rich don’t give a shit in a similar way. just meant to pan out a certain way. Because of 
The middle class, however, is uptight, to him. I YOUR decisions, 
thought of Gina Rinehart and her hair. 

Supporting evidence. She’d just as well be sitting Tying up the loose ends of my life. All the music, 
in Queen Street Mall with the same look she has. all the learning, everything pointing to something 

better. Prove me wrong, tho? 

Anyhow, Vanessa Amarosi. She seems like a nice 
woman. A Christian teacher, perhaps. 


The song again is like PC globalist capitalist 
powers but still nice but still, yanno ehh. 

But you can imagine, still that God wants 
absolutely everybody. I want absolutely 
everybody. I am a naive person who enjoys the 
Sydney Olympics 2000 song! Believe me! But I 
am also not naive, because I know this is a cheap 
version of the grand unity to come. 

“for God, 1000 years is like a day. God is patient, 
wanting all to come to repentance.” 

“But the day (end of it all) will come like a thief 
in the night” 

“God speed towards the day.” 

TOWARDS THE END OF THE WORLD 

There will be a scroll, with a seal. These will be 
like the directions, the thing that will make the 
revelation/great unveiling/conclusion of history 
unfold. 

John of Patmos, the author, in this vision wept 
because nobody was worthy of opening the 
scroll, to get the ball rolling for the end of 
history. 

Not Marx, not... Greta Thunberg? Trump? Most 
definitely not. Kevin Rudd? Kurt Cobain? 

Mother Teresa? (I feel like I’m writing this 
overdue but I’m running with it. Overdue is 
better than nothing). 

Only Jesus can. Only the name of Jesus can, out 
of all present and historical people, be the 
catalyst for the removal of the curse, and for the 
great struggle to take shape. 


A BATTLEFIELD 

Imagine a battlefield, with a serious, bloody 
battle. Imagine it turning to pixels, shrinking on 
to a screen, and then on to hundreds of screens 
with people playing computer games. 


It turns into RPG’s, RTS’s, MMORPG’s, chess 
pieces, whatever else is there. Meanwhile, the 
battle’s still out there in that place. 



It’s a weird thought. Sometimes I wonder, are the 
gamers all preparing for a real life battle? All the 
bonds will translate to real camaraderie? 


THATS ALL FOR NOW 



THANKS XOX 



cwzine@protonmail.com 

Previous issues at archive.org/details/@cwnz 
or a Brisbane share house toilet near you 




